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of Yorick, and listened to Hamlet's reflections upon the
dead jester, rises in my mind's eye again. For myself
I always thought of that gay and tragic genius, Dan
Leno, when I repeated the words:
*'. . . a fellow of infinite jest of most excellent fancy . . .
Where be your gibes now? your gambols? your songs?
your flashes of merriment that were wont to set the table
on a roar ? Not one now, to mock your own grinning ? Quite
chap-fallen?"
But the most moving remembrance of all is of my
wife's Ophelia. I shall write of this again when I come
to our later revivals. For the moment I must quote
what Lord Russell of Liverpool wrote.
"It may be chronicled in favour of Mr. Martin-Harvey's
production of Hamlet, that a shrewd lady critic remarked
upon it that it had gone nearer bringing tears to her eyes
than any she could remember. This was a sound aperpu.
Hamlet, with all its greatness, does not usually pierce to
weeping point, the feelings of the auditor. A poignant con-
tributory to this result was the perfectly natural Ophelia
of Miss N. de Silva, Martin-Harvey's most sympathetic and
helpful wife. It really is nature rather than acting, which
means that it is the best acting of all. There never was an
Ophelia with so little pose and artifice; and the power and
pathos are in inverse ratio increased."1
1 Liverpool Daily Post, May 3rd, 1903.